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much by deliberate contrast. Hotspur, out of the ambition
engendered in a hot head, cries out:

By heaven me thinks it were an easy leap,

To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac'd moon.

Or dive into the bottom of the deep,

Where fadom-line could never touch the ground,

And pluck up drowned honour by the locks.

So he that doth redeem her thence might wear

Without corrival all her dignities,

But out upon this half-fac'd fellowship.

Falstaffj with the cynicism that comes from cold feet,

grumbles:

'Tis not due yet, I would be loath to pay him before his
day, what need I be so forward with him that calls not on me ?
Well, 'tis no matter, honour pricks me on; yea, but how if
honour prick me off when I come on? how then? Can
honour set to a leg? no, or an arm? no, or take away the
grief of a wound ? no. Honour hath no skill in surgery then ?
no. What is honour ? a word. What is in that word honour?
what is that honour? air. A trim reckoning. Who hath it?

o

he that died a' Wednesday. Doth he feel it? no. Doth he
hear it? no. 'Tis insensible then? yea, to the dead. But will
it not live with the living? no. Why? detraction will not
suffer it, therefore I'll none of it. Honour is a mere
scutcheon, and so ends my catechism.

The contrast enhances both speakers and speeches.

Between Henry IF and Hamlet Shakespeare's technique
leveloped rather than changed. There is not much in the
lialogue or poetry of Hamlet that had not in some form
ppeared in earlier plays, but it is more competent, more
apple. Each character, in long speeches or in conversa-
ion, not only speaks appropriately, but behind the words